364                   CONTARINI FLEMING:

My strength deserted me. 1 leant nearly fainting against
a tree. At last I dared to advance a step, and look forward.

I beheld it: yes ! I beheld it, green and verdant, and
covered with white roses; but I dared not approach. I
wafted it an embrace and a blessing, and rushed to the
shore.

At Ancona I entered the lazaretto to perform a long
quarantine. I instantly wrote to my father, and des-
patched a courier to my banker at Florence. I received
from him in a few days a packet. I opened it with a sad
foreboding. A letter in my father's handwriting reassured
me. I tore it open ; I read.

CHAPTER XIV.

*MY beloved Gontarini, the hand of death is upon me.
Bach day my energies decrease. I can conceal from others,
but not from myself, my gradual but certain decay. We
shall not meet again, my child; I have a deep conviction
we shall not meet again. Yet I would not die without ex-
pressing to you my love, without yielding to feelings which
I have too long suppressed.

' Child of my affections ! receive ray blessing. Offspring
of my young passion ! let me press you, in imagination, to
my lone bosom!

* Ah! why are you not with me ? why is not my hand in
yours ?    There is much to say, more than I can ever ex-
press ; yet I must write, for I would not die without my
son d.oing justice to his father.

* As a child, you doubted my love; as a man, in spite of
all your struggles, I am conscious you never divested your-
self of the agonising idea.    What is this life, this life of
error and misconception and woe!